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a bore that man is. And Sir Adam the other side.
Don't pull my hair like that, Button; really, I
never knew such a clumsy woman; now you have
given me a headache for the rest of the evening.
Do be more careful. Well, I am not going to enjoy
myself very much, I can see: Sir Adam and George
Roehampton. However, it's inevitable* Or no, let
me see for myself. That Miss Wace is such a fool
that she may quite well have made a muddle of the
whole thing. Come and hold the plan for me to
see, Sebastian* Button! you pulled my hair again.
How many times must I tell you to be careful?
Once more? and I give you notice, I declare I will
Tilt it up? Sebastian; I can't see/1

Sebastian stood beside his mother holding the
red leather pad, with slits into which cards bearing
the names of the guests were inserted. As she
stood holding it, he watched his mother's reflec-
tion in the mirror. With her fair hair and lively
little crumpled face, she looked extraordinarily
young for her age as a ru!e> but now she was
busily applying cream and wiping the cosmetics
from her face with a handkerchief at the same
time as Button removed the pads from under her
hair and laid them on the dressing-table* 'Rats,'
her children called them* They were unappetising
objects, like last year's birds-nests, hot and stuffy
to the head, but they could not be dispensed with,
since they provided the foundation on which the
coiffure was to be swathed and piled, and into
which the innumerable hairpins were to be stuck*
It was always a source of great preoccupation with